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HARTRIDGE SCHOOL 
PLAINFIELD, N. J. 


DEDICATION 


We dedicate our Annual, a record of Hartridge in our last 
year, to Miss Fine, who has meant so much to us all in her 
interest, help, and guidance. We are sure that the succeeding 
classes will find her as much fun and as stimulating as we have 


found her. 


EDITORIAL 


The world is now at war. Every country and every person is involved. 
This year we are graduating from school along with thousands of others. 
We are bringing with us into this turmoil an invaluable thing—our edu- 
cation. It is education that develops perspective, responsibility, and gen- 
erosity; it is that training of the mind that has helped man to rise to a 
state of comparative civilization. Education and its fruits are among the 


few things that can never be taken from him. 


War is hideous: destruction of ideals is as hideous as the destruction 
of life. Many people feel that it is unfortunate for us who are trying to 
plan our future, but we think we have opportunities which few other 
generations have had. Not only can we do little things like saving tin 
cans and rolling bandages, but we have a chance to take full responsibil- 
ity as fast as we can. There are jobs waiting for us all; there is work to 
be done everywhere, not only on the battlefields, but in homes, factories, 
and wheatfields. If we all do our utmost in this immediate work, we 
shall have an even greater opportunity after the war—to establish world 
peace. But nothing will come of the opportunity unless we have been 
steadily thinking about what constitutes peace and planning a definite 
course of action which will insure to all men happiness and freedom 


and justice. 


Our minds must be well trained to work out this plan. Realizing 
this, we are determined to further our education whether formally or 
informally. Hartridge has given us a solid foundation in fundamental 
facts and in how to learn. We all are going to use this training to work 


toward the ultimate goal—world peace. 


IN MEMORIAM 


A rare combination of scholarly learning, sin- 
cere fnenatiness and an irresistible sense of humor 
endeared Miss Elizabeth Mapelsden to all of us. In 
the classroom, at Oakwood, and on the Players’ Green 
she showed her devotion and loyalty to the school, 
combined with a deep affection for the girls and an 
unfailing understanding of them. The Trustees of 
the school have recorded our loss in a most gracious 
appreciation of Miss Mapelsden, and, as pupils of the 
school, we wish to add our expression of love for 


our friend and teacher. 


The Board of Trustees are saddened by the death of Elizabeth 
Mapelsden. For thirty-six years a member of the staff of the school 
and for twenty of these years its assistant principal, she was, quietly, 
such a source of the energy of the school that it became in many ways 


a reflection of her. 


| She came to the school in 1904 as secretary and treasurer. Later 
she became the head of the residence department, the director of 
dramatics and chairman of the English department, and, when the 
school was reorganized in 1933, the secretary of the Board of Trustees. 
One thought of her as the embodiment of grace and leisure, but she 
did the work of many persons and did it with swiftness, finish and 
perfection. Never hurried or confused, she always had a singular hold 
on masses of detail. Day by day she attended steadily and unobtru- 
sively to a multiplicity of things, and with penetration and tact and 
humor she straightened out many of the complications attendant on 
institutional living. People always felt that she had time for them. 
She was sensitive, but never sentimental, about their feelings, unfail- 
ingly considerate of them, and quickly understanding of their interests 
and problems. One counted on her judgment, for it was the result of 


a beautiful balance of mind and heart. 


A lover of all beauty, of poetry and music and nature, of all color 
and light and form, she consciously showed her students that this beauty 
was everywhere around them; and, unconsciously, by her own exquisite 
taste and the grace of her personality, she set them high standards of 
fineness. One will remember always her exquisiteness and graciousness, 
her friendliness and humor, and the devotion with which she worked 


with Miss Hartridge in the service of the school. 


The Hartridge School records its loss; the Board of Trustees ask 
that a copy of this appreciation be spread upon their minutes and that 
copies be sent to the members of her family and to Miss Hartridge, 


with whose personal sorrow they feel deep sympathy. 


THE TRUSTEES OF THE HARTRIDGE SCHOOL. 


POEMS BY ELIZABETH H. MAPELSDEN 


AUTUMN ELMS 


The elms, on bright October hills, 
First stand in beauty bare. 

Rising from earth in peaceful curves 
They etch upon the air 

Round trunks, strong boughs, and slender twigs 
In delicate design, 

A thousand thousand branching stems, 


A symphony of line 


Intricate tracing on the sky, 
Cool form no foliage mars 

The first to spend their fragile gold, 
The first to net the stars. 


A: TOAST 


In ancient days in Persia 
The nobles taught their sons 
To ride, to shoot, to speak the Truth. 


So their story runs, 


Thus strong, and sure, and swift, 
And brave, and free were they— 
The flower of their place in Time. 


As you of yours today, 


For Truth is on your lips, 
And straight you'll ride, and far. 
I give you praise for what you do, 


And love for what you are. 


Printed by permission of Miss Hartridge 


a 


| 


Reading left to right—Front Row: Shreve, Fine, Hitchings, Hurrey, Sleeper, Tennant, Wells. 
Second Row; Colie, Stinson, Alison, Whiteside, Parker, Magee, Reynolds, 
Morse, Hannay, Beatty, Davis. 


OUR FACULTY 


Frances Hurrey 
Harriet Sleeper 
Barbara Hitchings 
Janet Alison 

Barbara Beatty 
Barbara Bourne 
Frederick R. M. Coles 
Elizabeth Colie 

Mary Corwin 

Anne Winship Davis 
Janet B. Fine 

Elsie Goddard 

Agnes Hannay 
Elizabeth Magee 


Mary Anne Mathewson 
Sylvia Miller 
Dorothea Cloud Morse 
Norma Mott 
Catherine Parker 
Patricia Reynolds 

Paul Runyon 

Helen Scoville 
Harriet Shreve 

Louise Stinson 

E. May Tennant 

Mary B. Wells 

Mabel Whiteside 


Reading left to right—Front Row: Voorhis, Brand, Houston, Jupp, Sparks, McClure. 
Second Row: Slocum, Sayward, Rausch, Demler, Elmer, Murray, Garretson, 
Fezandié. 


THE ANNUAL BOARD 


The Annual Board wish to express their sincere appreciation for the interest and 


helpful criticism given by Miss Fine and the cooperation given by the Academic and 


Elementary. 
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Entered 1937. White Hockey ’41, 
"42; Class Hockey ’41, 42; Glee 
Club °41, 42; Dramatic Club 41, 
42; Sec.-Treas. of Dramatic Club 
42; Asst. Business Manager of 
Annual °42; President of Class 
‘42; played in Eager Heart, Pull- 
man Car Hiawatha, Two Crooks 
and a Lady, Tovarich. 
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A whispered “Phyllis !"’—a flash of sitlver—Janie ts 
showing off her new, streamlined cigarette case in 
which Pall Malls real/y fit. But she isn’t in this state 
of comparative repose long; for, with sports at 2:30, 
Jane is off to the bank in a cloud of dust with Dra- 
matic Club dues for the Nth time this week. 

Janie may dash about in her station wagon, but 
she stays home long enough to assure some lucky 
man of a wife who can stir up cookies and fudge 
with the best. Her sweetness and her child-like, in- 
fectious giggle, combined with sophisticated red, red 
lips and sweeping eyelashes, make up this delightful 


mixture which is Janie. 
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Ginny 
Niagara-on-the-Lake, Ontario, Canada 
edeetded Lioe\\s 
Favorite expression: “‘Gee!”’ 
Favorite occupation: listening to the radio 


Saving grace: modesty 


Ah! A brown paper bag holding dozens of pickles, 
thick juicy sandwiches, and luscious, dark, chocolate 
cake stirred by a grandmother's hand. Always this 
tempting sight confronts our eyes when we are eating 


lunch, for Ginny scorns ordinary school lunches in 
Entered 1937. Class Hockey ’36, 


39, ’40, °41, 42; Class Basket- ; } 
ball “38, 39, 40, 41, 42; White appreciate tremendously the pickles, bites of cake, and 


Hockey °39, '40, ’41, 42; White the lovely, little laugh with which they are given. 
Basketball ’40, ’41; Varsity Heack- 


ey 40, 41, 42; Varsity Basket- 
ball ’41; Glee Club ’41, ’42; teristic vanishes when she gets behind a hockey ball or 
Dramatic Club ’42. 


fear of getting fat. We wonder about the fears, but 


Ginny is renowned for being shy, yet this charac- 


an English theme. She can get A’s with unimaginable 
ease and modesty, outride anyone on her bicycle jaunt 
to school, in ice weather, and make us all feel very 
much like stay-at-homes when she talks so casually 


about Texas. 
= 
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MARY EVELYN DEMLER / 


Mary, Be 
Valley Road, Watchung 
Muhlenberg Hospital 
Favorite expression: “Solid!” 
Favorite occupation: fishing 


Saving grace: friendliness 


Who bounces into school with a gay hello and a 


winning smile for everyone? Who delights Miss Wells 

Entered 1930. President A. A. 
with her intense interest in history? Who ts the all- 42; Captain Green Team '41; 
Business Manager of Annual ’42; 
Annual Board 41; Dramatic Club 
41, '42; Varsity Hockey '39, ’40, 
'41, '42; Varsity Basketball ’40, 
41, 42; Varsity Baseball ’38, 39, 
’A0, ’41, 42; Green Hockey ’39, 


star athlete who leads the school in sports and has so 


many H’s that she can install a new batch on her 


sweat-shirt every time it’s washed? Who pleads for ‘40, ’41, ’42; Green Basketball 
40, '41, ‘42; Green Baseball 38, 
athletic dues in assembly and goals, baskets, and home- 39, 40, °41, ’42; Class Hockey 
38, °39, ’40, ’41, 42; Class Bas- 
runs the rest of the time? It’s Mary, the girl endowed ketball 38, °39, °40, °41, °42; 


Ping Pong ’41; Tennis Cup ’41. 


with a sense of humor, understanding, vigor, vim, and 
vitality, and a gorgeous grin. 
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Entered 1940. Dramatic Club ’41, 
42; played in Christmas Pageant 
40, Eager Heart, Mary, Queen of 
Scots, Pride and Prejudice; Sports 
Editor of Annual ’42; Varsity 
Hockey ’41, "42; White Hockey 
"42, '42; Class Hockey °41, '42; 
White Baseball '41; White Bas- 
ketball ’42; Varsity Reserve Cap- 
tain Basketball 42; Class Basket- 
ball '42. 


EMILY ADELE ELMER 


Emy Del, Emy 
860 Bradford Avenue, Westfield 
Hollins 
Favorite expression: ‘“‘No’m” 
Favorite occupation: prom trotting 


Saving grace: complexion 


“Come on, everybody, let’s go to Howard John- 
son’s.’” Emy is the leader of every enterprise, whether it 
is feeding the stray dogs around Hartridge or dashing 
off to the riding stables. She is the focus of everyone's 
attention, the center of every group, and the girl every- 
one fondly talks about. She sparkles with fun and vi- 
tality and is the girl everyone wants to meet (except 
on a hockey field, where Emy is a formidable oppo- 
nent). Add soft, naturally curly hair, soulful brown 
eyes, engaging smile, and a complexion that we all 


envy; this is Emy Del, the peppiest girl we know. 
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MARGARET ANNE FEZANDIE 


Fizzy 
R. F. D. No. 3, Plainfield 
Vassar 
Favorite expression: ‘Everything is so won- 
derful!” 
Favorite occupation: daydreaming 


Saving grace: individualism 


a2°>~ as 
Stasi es ce 7 
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“There's so much to love in this world!” bursts out 
Fizzy in an ecstatic moment. Thus Fizzy bubbles forth, 


whether she is standing on some sandy bluff overlook- 


ing her glorious ocean, entwining her long legs in Eng- 


Entered ee Ce aay lish class, or writing one of her many friendly notes— 
"A2e Art, Club 40. “41 Varsity 

Hockey '41, ’42; White Basket- a mere six pages. 

ball 41, 42; White Hockey °41, 

42; Class Hockey ’41, ’42; Asst. A girl of superlatives, she not only writes with an 


Art Editor of Annual ’42. ret ; 
individual touch, but sketches, too, with deftness and 


originality. Though she loves everyone and everything, 
she concentrates on three great passions: horses, the 
ocean and... ! Such is Fizzy, the poet and philosopher 


of our class. 
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Entered 1940. Art Editor of An- 
nual °42; President of Dramatic 
Club ’42; Art Club ’41, ’42; Glee 
Club °42; played in Two Crooks 
and a Lady, Christmas Pageant 
40, Tovarich, Eager Heart, Pride 
and Prejudice, Pullman Car Hia- 
watha. 


ELIZABETH BANKS GARRETSON 


Betsy, Bets 
1211 Denmark Road, Plainfield 
Colby Jr. 
Favorite expression: ‘I’m depressed.” 
Favorite occupation: playing piano 


Saving grace: legs 


Beverly: 
A Noi going Lo ell You 
Whal a "Shu-lay KH You aye ‘caus 
+L really dont think the Way 
Mosr of Une SE(nKerS Mm tis 
elass do— ro © ue 
{Maybe that's for Lhe best 
and maybe {t's for Lhe 
Werst. Who Knows? 


C'\\ always want ic 
Wouy iMIieNd and 
d+ip-niest-ce past 


Bye baby — 
‘and = love 
“PIL never do it again—honest, I won't.” Is Betsy You 


being melodramatic or is she really serious? We can Very 
never tell, but this is just one thing that renders her deay , 
fascinating yet inscrutable. Betsy has a mysterious ake 
glamor, with golden-glinted chestnut hair and a “‘mod- 

ern design” figure kept by her carefully tended calorie 

diet which she carries off with such nonchalance that 

we gaze at her and marvel. But her charming appear- 

ance is not all that we admire, for Bets can produce 

amazing effects with just a sweep of her magical pen- 

cil. And this artistic ability, swinging from boldness 


to fantasy, from posters to portraits, delights everyone. 
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Saving grace: laugh 
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We wonder sometimes why Phyllis even tries to be 
serious or impress upon us that she does have a more 
dignified self, for we all love her lightheartedness and 
lightheadedness. 
good humor prevent our being blue. 


That never-ending jolliness and 


However, when not putting us in stitches with her 
antics—such as her Indian War Dance arranged for 
piano—she shows us all what real dramatic talent is 
—in fact, she makes every play she’s in a whooping 
success! She has abilities along other lines, too—just 
look at her hair that she stylized herself a la Charles 
of the Ritz and listen to her voice boom out from 
the alto section. All these things endear Phyllis to 
us, as does her will-power (???) about her diets, and 
we hope that Phyllis will go on effervescing fun for- 
ever. 
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LANE UsQURQ or Nad @teu 1d 
NES 


Entered 1937. Giee Club "39, 40, 
’41, 42; Dramatic Club '41, 
Librarian of Glee Club ’42; Asst. 
Picture Editor of Annual ‘42; 
played in The Happy Journey, 
Christmas Pageant 40, Tovarich, 
Eager Heart, Pullman Car H1a- 
watha, Star Struck. 
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Audrey, Audie Luge ? 
915 Kensington Avenue, Plainfield Gdn 


University of Michigan 
Favorite expression: “It really makes me 
mad!” 
Favorite occupation: giving good teas 


Saving grace: red-gold hair 


Probably every class has someone who ts an expert 
at management, but we really are much more for- 
tunate than others, for we have Audie in our midst. 
Nothing can arise which she cannot dispense with 


Entered 1937. Editor of Annual successfully and in a flash. We all depend upon her 
‘42; Business Manager of Ath- 


(rei es argh el Pee Dene competency. Her originality is remarkably original. 


Club 41, ’42; Business Manager Just listen in on any class discussion! The way in 
of Dramatic Club ’42; Library i 3 : : . 
Committee 41; Art Club ’40, ’41: which she deftly carves out her ideas in the air with 
Student Council Representative those slender hands is delightful, as is the way she 
39; Varsity Baseball °39, 40; 

Class Hockey ’40, ’41. can transform a cake of plain Ivory into a charming 


old-fashioned girl. That shining coppery-tinted curl- 
ing hair covers a head bubbling with enthusiasm and 
fun, so it is no wonder that we all love to have Audie 


with us always. 
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CAROL LeBARON LADD 


Carol 
757 West Eighth Street, Plainfield 
Smith or Bennett Junior College 
Favorite expression: “Come, Girls!” 
Favorite occupation: taking long week-ends 


Saving grace: clothes 


Large, dreamy blue eyes stare vaguely out the win- 
dow. “Wake up!” shouts someone and with an apol- 
ogetic smile Carol abandons her daydreaming. But 
despite these occasional lapses, Carol is very much 
with us all and enters into everything. 

Endowed with a fine sense of social responsibility, 
Carol is the girl whom we timid souls shove before 
strangers to do the honors of Hartridge. She has the 
envied gift of being able to make introductions 
gracefully and put everyone at ease. Throughout her 
years at Hartridge, Carol has expended much time and 
effort on various school activities and has done so 
much for the school that everyone sincerely says, 


“Thank you, Carol.” 
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Entered 1929. President of the 
Student Council ’42; President of 
the Glee Club °41; Chairman of 
Dance Committee ’'42; member of 
Glee Club '40, ’41, 42; Dramatic 
Club ’39, ‘40, 41, 42; played in 
A Kiss for Cinderella, Holy 
Night, Captain Applejack, Mer- 
ton of the Movies, Christmas 
Pageant ’40, Tovarich, Pride and 
Prejudice; White Hockey ’40, 41; 
Class Hockey °40, °41. 


FRANCES DAYRELL McCLURE 


Dayrell, Day 
1275 Denmark Road, Plainfield 
Swarthmore 
Favorite expression: ‘Really and truly!” 
Favorite occupation: making speeches 


Saving grace: poise 


Dear Benerly | 

Remamber all Yne lun usebe 
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You Aaa. Remember Me boo, baby , 
Gn wrua me ofa When 
CTC amat college. hove and 
huck Giloays, 


Lous, 


Day rej 


“Girls! I have an idea!” and Dayrell, with bound- 
less enthusiasm, launches a new plan that will result 


in the good of Hartridge. Her perfect poise and 


Entcredetoo ou Vice President oF gracious dignity while leading discussions are an in- 
“Academic ’42; Student Council mre ; 

il Vs EIN i spiration to us all, but her impetuous playfulness 
Editor of the Annual '42; Var- sparkling through that stately composure discloses a 
sity Hockey 2d team ‘42; Class ; 

Hockey '42; Glee Club "41, 42; lively personality. We also admire the manner in 
Dramatic Club ’39, 40, ’41, 42; ; 

Mayedtialed Kiss for Cindorelic which Dayrell can emerge from a strenuous basket- 


Captain Applejack, Merton of the 
Movies, As You Like It, Tovar- 
ich, Pride and Prejudice. like one who has been an impartial spectator rather 


ball or hockey game with serenity, every hair in place, 


than one of the chief participants in the fray. All 
such pleasant traits characterize Dayrell as the lady 


of our class. 
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MARY AILEEN MOODY 


Aileen, Moody 
505 West Eighth Street, Plainfield 
Connecticut College 
Favorite expression: ‘You ain't kiddin’ !” 
Favorite occupation: riding Sunny 


Saving grace: grin 
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Very familiar to everyone is the sight of that live \ 
wire, Aileen, clad in her nifty blue riding habit, hur- 


tling up the drive on her bicycle. Versatile Aileen cap- 


tures her blue ribbons not only because of her fine Entered 1940. Dramatic Club 41, 
42; played in Land of Heart's 
horsemanship, but because of her sparkling eyes and Desire, Pullman Car Hiawatha, 
Tovarich, Pride and Prejudice; 

deep-throated laughter that would win any judge over. Glee Club '41, '42; President of 
Glee Club °42; Athletic Treas- 

Dancing divinely and crooning the blues are just two urer "42; Green Hockey '42; 


5 Class Hockey ’42. 
of the attractions of her vivacious charm. Add to this 


a smattering of freckles, a subtle tilt of the nose, a 
gamin grin, and we have, as nearly as words can 


convey, a picture of that lively imp, Aileen. 4, 


2} 


- ———— _ Bo a eae ae a 
IT 


* ‘ bh 2} 


¥ A s ‘ 
WEVA WwW GOVre Vs J te Ow, SO Whe Tal PAAR, War KG ®) % 1 woe | 2 
f 
~~ ‘ x : 
4 4a . : - X eno ry 
14 ae IVE ee sien fe (VUnr“3% wie 4 ro VAIS, AY i gd, L - tar SY “nce 
. ° oe 
\*! Wy Ces ASU fayyat 7 ¢ AL rs 4 a7 a 
wJy~ ” — \ rs < mS ~ji- Se < eo’ VA 4 inte: TAD>= 
Aoé ° oO 4 <r P L-< a j 
a sites = Th Ae ee * 2 Se. 
.¢ =] ’ - mi SSO Gt 
3 ix A, 
ete he “oe Vue, ay | e a 


4 


BARBARA, “ALL ISON MU IRRAY 


: te Z 

han ON AS S re fa e (Re, a 4% " \ Ye La Var 
ree L} hee ‘° 

a _s haa Pe ee Cg A) 


Wade yop 


ve piel deh Cit > 
¢ 


a « 4 a LA ca 
651 Coleman Place, Westfield’ “= & Ae, 


Mt Holyoke . A Ke Super — 


Favorite expression: “Oh, dear!” | 
ey ve 


Favorite occupation: pretending, AG 
? 


] \ 
Vey RG | 
A OMe ane 


= 


Saving grace: figure or, ah 
2s : »® ey = 3 A. te + oe < 


4 ‘ SES 
~—> 4 “ rh 
At SVS ‘Lew Powng Pid 
> 
Cl 


= 


8 
a2 is A SS a 


aAe\y- t shiceba v > 


4 © ® wR b \ An ee 
OE OA a Deb it \ eae 
wortu hy x NX bev Fa oVvX 
VW" wd Or Vey Lay P 
WSF tMESS '\ (KU ec i ch 
‘ cae oe? LWiNak ( i 
eOUEL Onnd Neu UC, we > 
es (: 
Ur Vs aed 
t a salt ¢ ee ae GN 
~~ a 
Pas ima 
a8 


“Did you know that Barby is going to Gin Ling?” 
“Not really!” And another Hartridge-ite has been 
taken in by a new contrivance of Barbara's imagina- 


tive mind. Stringing us along with her innocent, dis- 


é arming air—and loving it, she originates the best 
Entered 1941. Athletic Represent- 


ative; Dramatic Club; Assistant 


stories in school. But she can’t deceive us long, for 
Picture Editor of Annual, 


at heart she is a sincere friend. 

Barby’s Me onammeins everyone, for besides her 
captivating smile and clouds of smoky black hair, 
which give her that old-fashioned glamor, she’s 


pretty, natural, and, best of all, she’s fun. 
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BEVERLY LOIZEAUX PAULSON 


Bev, Peevo 
1003 Park Avenue, Plainfield 
Knox 
Favorite expression: “It’s a Hidsosity.”’ 
Favorite occupation: fluttering around 


Saving grace: fingernails 


Pink veils, pink gloves, starched pinafores, heady 
perfume, and an abundance of frothy petticoats typify 
Beverly, a fastidious dresser. A delightful little scat- 
terbrain, Bev flits from one passion to another: from 
glamorous black nail polish to jangling silver brace- 
lets, from Bonwit’s creations to Lawrenceville’s, from 
short bangs to high heels, and from baby talk to a 
French accent. Her frivolous gaiety lends a welcome 
note to the monotony of our school-girl existence, and 
her individual affectations and certain “je ne sais 


quoi’ make Bev a naive bit of Paris in Plainfield. 
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Entered 1937. Glee Club '41, 42; 
Dramatic Club ’40, ’41, '42; Art 
Club 42; Dance Committee '42; 
played in Two Crooks and A 
Lady, Tovarich, Star Struck, Mary, 
Queen of Scots, Pride and Preju- 
dice, Christmas Pageant ’40; 
Eager Heart. 


Entered 1940. Glee Club ’41, '42; 
Dramatic Club ’41, ’42; Student 
Council Representative '42; Var- 
sity Basketball ’41; Class Hock- 
ey 42. 


FRANCES GILLESPIE SAYWARD 


Shorty 
74 Russell Road, Fanwood 
University of Maine 
Favorite expression: ‘Gee, how do you do 
it 2”’ 


Favorite occupation: listening to her records 


v 


Saving grace: blush 


Because Shorty is neither big nor boisterous, one 
might think she’d go unnoticed, but no, never! For 
Shorty’s quietness and shyness cover a personality that 
makes everyone say of her, ‘Oh! Shorty, she’s swell!” 
In fact, the ease with which she blushes at each com- 
pliment only adds to her charm. Her humor, which 
pops up at unexpected times, and her informality 
make her always welcome. 

Shorty can always be relied upon—not only to 
keep the senior calendar, but also to give out infor- 
mation concerning recent issues of Life, to bring 
forth the latest records of T. Dorsey or Nelson Eddy, 
and to thrill us with wonderful descriptions of flying. 
Shorty’s being an aviatrix places her high above the 
rest of us landlubbers and every time we hear a plane 


we scan the skies carefully just in case 
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MARGARET SLOCUM 


Margie, Mar 
75 Martine Avenue, Fanwood 
Swarthmore 
Favorite expression: “Gosh!” 
Favorite occupation: eating ice cream cones 


Saving grace: good nature 


There’s one girl whom we can always depend on 
for good fun, and that’s Margie with her ever-present 
twinkling smile. She’s willing to do anything for any- 
body, whether it’s dash someone around in ‘‘Pneu- 
monia Special’’—her beautiful convertible—or help 
with some last-minute duty. Her carefree nature and 
unassuming generosity have been a boon to the senior 
class. Her whimsicality, which expresses itself in va- 
ried interests, especially in a love for habilles de mate- 
lot, makes Mar the electrifying personality of our 
class—a personality with a touch of the unusual, for 
Margie’s father reportedly eats tin cans, thus depriv- 
ing the government of needed metal—or is that just 


one of Margie’s little stories ? 
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Entered 1929. President of class 
38; Glee Club ’41, ’42; Dramatic 
Club ’41, 42; played in A Kiss 
for Cinderella, Christmas Pageant 
40; Tovarich, Mary, Queen of 
Scots, Pride and Prejudice; Stu- 
dent Council Representative ’41; 
Library Committee ’41, ’42; As- 
sistant Literary Editor for An- 
nual '42; Red Cross Representa- 
tive '42; Secretary of Athletic As- 
sociation 41, 42; Class Hockey 
Team '40, ’41, '42; Class Bas- 
ketball Team °38, '39, ’42. 


Entered 1933. Literary Editor of 
Annual ’42; Fair Committee ’41; 
Treasurer of Glee Club ‘41; 
Dramatic Club °41, ’42; Glee 
Club °39, 40, ’41, "42; Varsity 
Hockey °41, 42; Green Hockey 
"41, 42; Green Baseball ’40, ’41; 
’42; Class Hockey 939, ’40, 41; 
Class Basketball ’41, ’42; Library 
Committee ’42; played in Tovar- 
ich, Pride and Prejudice, Pullman 
Car Hiawatha, Lord of the 
Heart's Desire, Eager Heart, and 
Christmas Pageant 40. 


ANNE SPARKS 


Sparkie 
601 Belvidere Avenue, Plainfield 
Smith 
Favorite expression: ‘“Any news ?’’ 
Favorite occupation: husband-hunting 


Saving grace: hair 


Dear Bev, 


Shaw ai sweel feat self) 


Sea uo mexf Yeas ae 


Wer old tmas — 


Lave 


Sparkie 


Sparkie is our girl of B’s (except where school- 
work is concerned), for she is blond, blithe, beauti- 
ful, buxom, brainy, broadmineded, and beloved. She 
is definitely an enthusiast, particularly for her family, 
Smith, and the medical profession. 

As musically inclined as she is scholastically, Sparks 
has a lovely contralto voice, which has provided great 
enjoyment at all our Glee Club concerts. There are 
many who feel that our Sparks has a career in store 
for her, but to anyone who suggests this Sparkie 


vehemently replies, ‘I don’t want a career! I want to 


get mar !” Need we say more ? 
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PATRICIA ANN VOORHIS 


Patty, Pat 
1111 Rahway Road, Plainfield 
University of Michigan 


Favorite expression: “Mmmm 


Favorite occupation: Donald 


The last bell rang five minutes ago. Now who can 


be tumbling in, hair 4 la matin, a remnant of beauti- 
ful knitting trailing from her books piled chin high, 
and completely worn out from the morning’s mad 
rush? Not Patty! 

But in her more collected moments, Pat’s stately 
poise and savoir-faire are the envy of everyone. She 
is serious and competent when there’s work to be 
done, yet the gayest and—ah, yes!—the wittiest when 
the mood is jovial. Patty has talents along many lines, 
not the least of which is her dramatic genius—espe- 
cially in character parts, but the character we love 


most of all is Pat herself. 
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Saving grace: dependability Mae g 
. « 


Entered 1940. Picture Editor of 
Annual °42; Assistant to Literary 
Editor of Annual '42; Glee Club 
41, '42; Dramatic Club ’41, ’42; 
played in Land of Heart's Desire, 
Pride and Prejudice, Tovarich, 
Pullman Car Hiawatha, Eager 
Heart; Varsity Hockey ’42; White 
Hockey 41, 42; Class Hockey 
’41, ‘42; White Basketball °41, 


’42: Class Basketball °41, °42; 
Varsity Basketball °42; Library 


Committee °41, '42. 


Entered 1941. Queen Mary in 
Mary, Queen of Scots, Jane in 
Pride and Prejudice, member of 
the Dramatic Club and the Glee 
Club. 


ELIZABETH WALES 


Betty 
1036 Edgewood Avenue, Plainfield 
Undecided 
Favorite expression: “Well ...um... don’t 
you think... 0?” 
Favorite occupation: skipping sports 


Saving grace: beauty 


All is quiet in French class. Then a stifled giggle 
breaks out, and the room is an uproar. Betty’s gay 
laugh is infectious, and her sunniness does much to 
brighten the spirits of gloomier souls when the home- 
work or the eternal bad marks are getting us down. 
In truth, she seems to have but one care in the world, 
this being a slight sprinkling of freckles across a cute 
nos2, which she continually laments, despite our fer- 
vent protestations that they add to her charm. Betty 
is also blessed with a talent for holding audiences 
spellbound, whether playing Mary, Queen of Scots, 
reciting “Abraham Lincoln Walks at Midnight,” or 
indulging in sparkling repartee. 
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JOAN WILLIAMS 


Joanie, Willy, Woolly 
476 Hillside Avenue, Westfield 
Colby Jr. 
Favorite expression: ‘Oh, boy!” 
Favorite occupation: playing Tschaikowsky’s 
Piano Concerto No. 1 


Saving grace: sportsmanship 
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A long sigh of relief is heard from the Hartridge- one. 
ites around the hockey field, for Joanie, clad in those 
big white goalie pads, has once more whacked that 
ball way up to the forwards. Joanie has the well-de- ERUedlioloe Glemclah aime: 
; : 3 Dramatic Club ’41, 42; Art Club 
served reputation of being one of the mainstays of ioe Athiotol Retimentarine ote 
‘ : Varsity Hockey ’42; Green Hock- 
the hockey team and one of the best-natured girls in Tye Ceres wt hee Oe. 
ee : G Basketball °41; Lbrar 
school. Whenever you hear a big, jolly laugh ring out, Se tat ‘ Rete ee 


: ; ; brary Committee °42. 
it comes from Joanie, surrounded by an audience of ‘ 


seniors down to first graders. Whether dealing ov 
admonitions about library books or talking sports, she 


is a friend to us all. 
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CLASS HISTORY 


Short, starched dresses, expanses of smocking, wide bows—all these could be seen 
on the little girls who romped about in the sunny kindergarten room. Among the children 
were three little blonds, Dayrell, Carol, and Margie. After absorbing all the delights of 
The Three Bears, reading and writing, addition and subtraction, one morning we entered 
the Third Grade. Sitting in one of the miniature chairs was a little girl with long, dark 
braids—Anne Fezandié. The next year Fiz spent in New York on sabbatical leave. That 
year Sparkie, our rosy-cheeked cherub, joined us. Our year was also highlighted by a 
Greek Festival in which we played everything from horses in Olympic Games to evil 
spirits from Pandora’s box. We found Mary Demler in Sixth Grade, where we were 
confronted by the bewildering prospect of new teachers, new subjects, and a new build- 
ing. Seventh Grade passed swiftly by and ended with a lovely ‘Little Commencement,” 


with fluffy white dresses and flowers. 


The Academic was new to us as I’s, but even newer and stranger to blue-eyed and 
beautiful Jane, to good-humored Phyllis, to Audrey-always-on-the-job, to brainy Ginny, 
and to Beverly, our official bearer of all bracelets. That year we, of all people, received 
the cut for being good. Evidently we were just scared into good behavior, for never 
again were we even considered for the honor. The years progressed; our hair got longer; 
our lips got redder; our dresses shorter; our studies harder. Then, suddenly, we found our- 
selves Juniors at Oakwood, amidst broad expanses of green lawn and with Miss Hurrey 
as our new principal. A whole bevy of new faces met us—Emy Del, Patty, Joanie, Shorty, 
Betsy, and Aileen. We wonder how we managed without them for so long! Barbie’s and 
Betty's arrivals this fall completed our class, and, quite stunned, we find ourselves Seniors 
—perhaps wiser than before but, despite the faculty's efforts, no more dignified. We've 
all had wonderful times this year, with going to our unique senior parties, trying to run 
things, and being constantly surprised at being seniors—those girls whom we always 


used to look up to—but now, who looks up to us? 


THE PROPHECY 


Mis aP Vs 
cided the other day that she would take a small trip around the country 


, now a social worker in her home town, de- 


and inquire after her old classmates of the Hartridge School. Mrs. 


, formerly Miss Patricia Voorhis, is well equipped for such a 
service, for, on leaving school, she became a  fully-trained police- 
woman and for several years carried out her work with the ‘“unfor- 
tunates” in her sympathetic manner. But, to relieve the discomfiture of 
her husband and two children, she abandoned her professional title 
and handed down her badge to Billy, the youngest, who follows his 
mother’s footsteps in a (quote) ‘manly fashion.’ And so we find her 
at various homes and hovels, taking the census as to how her past 


friends have increased, or otherwise, in fame—and family. 


She found herself at a small, dusty doorway on Forty-second 
Street, just off Broadway. A dilapidated sign proclaiming Rooms wav- 
ered from a single rusty hinge over the doorway. This is where Phyllis 
Anne lives. Her dream came true. She lives on Broadway—or almost. 
There were six stairways to climb, at the top of which was the entrance 
to Phil’s penthouse. ‘Come in.” Her booming voice gave a hearty 
welcome. ‘Excuse the awful mess, but between the afternoon and eve- 
ning performances of my new play, I find barely enough time to feed 
the children and my husband. We act together. We've lived here for 
five years. We could move, but we just love the atmosphere and can't 
bear leaving it.” And there really is quite an atmosphere—squawking 
brats lying in the bureau drawers, blinding neon-signs outside the 
window, and grease paint and stage accessories on the table—but Phyl- 


lis 1s really happy! 


While she was still in New York, Pat went to Bonwit Teller’s to 
see Beverly, who is now a dress designer of considerable fame. Her 
styles are declared a bit eccentric by the lady of fashion, but they're 
fully approved by the “man about town.” Bev caters to women who 
desire a minimum of material but a maximum of allure. She was always 
a fanatic for matching lipstick and nail polish, but now she’s gone one 
further. Beverly predicts that the well-dressed woman will soon dye her 
hair to match her favorite Revlon shade. This gives no trouble to Bev, 
however, for her favorite shade has always been black. 


While still in Bonwit’s, Pat decided to take time off to buy a new 
evening gown—a particularly dazzling one. Shown to a seat in the 
room of the formal-gown department, she waited for the model to 


appear. Soon a slinky, sea-green figure swayed across the carpeted floor. 
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PROPHECY 


Pale green silk jersey clung to a willowy, slim form. The apparition 
paused and swung lightly into a turn, revealing a low-cut back. Pat 
sat up and stared. Could she mistake those hips? Wasn't it Barbara 


Murray, her old schoolmate ? 


“Are you a Miss Murray?” she inquired. 


“Why, yes,’’ smiled Barbara. 


“Well, this is Pat ! I see you're still in good shape, Barbara!” 


Pat stopped in at Hartridge on her way through Plainfield, to see 
how her Alma Mater was progressing without her. Whom did she 
see there but Dayrell. She is now teaching kindergarten and has twenty 
little girls all in their starched pinafores and bright bows. Pat watched 
them as they looked at Dayrell in fascination while she related with 
her old enthusiasm and charm Egyptian history, illustrated with arche- 
ological curios that she has collected in the past years. Dayrell said that 
her class was especially intelligent, and that she had a pair of quiz- 
kids—two adorable little girls with flaming red hair—Audie’s twins! 


Audie, Pat found, besides raising a delightful family, has gained 
the enviable position of being consultant for a// housing projects. Soon 
after college, she began tearing down cities. Detroit and Chicago came 
first. Whole cities were in riots for fear that the powerful Jupp girl 
would run rampant through them. In a little while, though, Audrey 
replaced these old-fashioned cities with the most modern well-planned 
developments, and those who formerly rioted now clamored to have 


her do some rejuvenating for them. 


While Dayrell was telling Pat about Audie, they were honored by 
a visit from the famous actress, Miss Bettina Wales, currently starring 
in that Broadway success, “Pride and Precedent,” and the popular pro- 
duction, ‘Mary, Queen of Screenland.” Miss Wales, known as 
“blondie” to her fans (isn’t science wonderful?), included in her tour 
her Alma Mater, The Hartridge School. Surrounded by reporters, pho- 
tographers and countless fans, she strolled over the campus so dear 
to her childhood. As she posed on the auditorium stage, scene of her 
youthful dramatic essays, Miss Wales enthused, “Hartridge is such a 


deah place and so marvelous for a really fine education!’ 


Another alumnae of 1942 who has gained renown is Miss Joan 
Williams, concert pianist. Miss Williams, it will be recalled, made her 
Town Hall debut last year and since then has toured through Europe 
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and South America. After a particularly fine concert in which Miss 
Williams played selections from Debussy, ‘‘the’’ Tschaikowsky Piano 


Concerto, and many encores, Pat introduced herself to the great pianist. 
Miss Williams remembered her old school pal and eagerly began 


discussing old times. Contrary to one’s natural expectations, Joanie has 
not changed at all with her great success and is just as enthusiastic as 


ever about the time ‘we almost licked the pants off Kent Place.” 


Pat had an interesting interview with Mrs. Jane Brand Jones, now 
happily married and living on the outskirts of Plainfield. She has taken 
time off from her ice-skating at Rockefeller Center to have three plump, 
pink-cheeked children and was occupied in whipping up a batch of 
delicious fudge for them when Pat walked in. While the fudge was 
cooling, Jane relaxed with a Pall Mall and a ‘‘coke” to recall Hartridge 
days. Mrs. Jones looks younger, slimmer, and prettier than ever before. 
She modestly attributes this to her nightly bubble bath and the sooth- 


ing effect of marriage. 


Jane has always wanted to see a real artist, so Pat took her to Betsy 
Garretson’s studios. Miss Garretson is close to becoming a second 
Leonardo Da Vinci, her fame spreading even to the limits of Tibet. 
When they arrived, Bets, clad in a paint-bespattered smock, startling 
in its mixture of all the Highland plaids, and with a smear of added 
color on her nose, was putting the finishing touches to an impression- 
istic self-portrait. She graciously abandoned her painting for the time 
to point out several of her pictures which will soon adorn the Metro- 
politan. The visitors were much impressed, both with the art and with 
other artists wandering in who regard Betsy’s studio as the center of 


the artistic world. 


To find Fizzy, Pat boarded a Nantucket-bound plane. With huge, 
black, storm clouds rolling up on either side, she began to feel appre- 
hensive and wandered up to the front of the plane to get the reassur- 
ance of the pilot, who turned out to be none other than Shorty Sayward, 
sitting competently at the controls. She related how she'd ferried 
bombers to war zones (Pat knew she must have won the admiration of 
all the air cadets with her extensive knowledge of the Yankees and 
Lefty Gomez) and had now become a regular transport pilot. As they 
landed, Pat saw crowds of people and ambulances on the field, for their 
plane had just survived the worst of a hurricane. Shorty had not told 
her of the danger. When news reporters snapped her picture and asked 
for interviews, Shorty just stood and blushed! 
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After her perilous trip, Pat found herself in Fizzy’s house, which 
is uniquely situated on a bluff on the tip of Great Point. Fiz remarked 
that here she finds herself sufficiently away from the world to concen- 
trate, under the influence of the rhythmic lap of her beloved ocean, on 
her newest book, Philosophy on Life's Happiness. Fizzy and her hus- 
band are not constantly secluded from the world; they are renowned 
for their informal house-parties. ‘Come and do as you please’ is the 
often quoted invitation. She intimates, though, that a general job of 
reconstruction is necessary in her house after one of these, but Fizzy 


just loves to.see everyone having a good time. 


Back in New York, Pat drove over to LaGuardia Airport, for she 
had heard that the “peace makers” were arriving. The “‘peace makers’ 
are none other than Margie and her husband, who have been doing 
ardent work in reconstructing war-torn Europe. On stepping down from 
the plane, Margie was met by men and women of various sects who 
have enthusiastically supported her work. Margie modestly stated that 
her real job was “just to help my husband,” and added with her old 
time optimism, “I am sure that this old world will in no time be as 


good as new.” 


In 1946, when Miss Anne Sparks graduated “cum lousy” from 
Smith College, Smith had become famous because of her magnificent 
singing. The Smith enrollment has nearly doubled since her entrance. 
The Metropolitan Opera Company, which had been waiting impatiently, 

presented her with a five-year contract. When Patty last saw her, Anne 


announced that she was about to become Mrs. Dickie , and that 


she intended to start married life with four children. 


The next call was made on Countess Fontainebleau, formerly Carol 
Ladd. Her Highness had just arrived from Europe in order to buy up 
the latest clothes fashions and to select interior decorations for her new 
villa at Monte Carlo. The Countess regretted leaving the Count and the 
four children, but the Count simply couldn’t leave the roulette tables in 
the busy season, and, of course, the children are all at boarding school. 
“However,” sighed the Countess, ‘‘one must keep abreast of the times 


and tempos.” 


Arriving at Niagara Falls, Pat found Ginny Brandegee deep in the 
midst of chicken farming. The Falls no longer attract tourists and 
honeymooners nearly as much as does this unique farm. Ginny has 


arranged all her chicken houses in patriotic. formations with Rhode 
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Island Reds, White Leghorns, and Blue-blooded Plymouth Rocks. She 
is now feeding her hens dyes, in hopes of their laying eggs already 
dyed for Easter. Chickens throughout the world have been receiving 
much better treatment than in former days because of the documents 
Gin has written so sympathetically about them. In fact, her dream 
has come true. Chickens are quickly replacing dogs and cats as house- 
hold pets. You see, they serve a dual purpose, as alarm clocks and as 


things on which to bestow your affection. 


Pat had considerable trouble in locating Mary Demler, who was 
evacuating the injured from areas threatened by the rising Ohio River. 
By dint of strategy, however, Pat succeeded in boarding a rescue ambu- 
lance and careened comfortably over torn-up roads with M.'s sure, 
steady hands guiding it carefully around the worst holes. Between 
patients, Mary explained that she was temporarily engaged in Red 
Cross work but hoped to see her fiancé within the next week or so, 
and, confidentially, perhaps go to Florida for her honeymoon after “‘the 


mess” had been cleared up in the flooded district. 


The country was a relief for Pat as she wandered across a flourish- 
ing lawn toward Emy Del’s trim bungalow in Virginia. There was no 
answer to her knock, so Pat turned hopefully in the direction of the 
stables. As she alighted from a split rail fence dividing the pasture 
from the orchard, a voice from behind a large haystack greeted her. 
She turned to see Emy Del, settled comfortably in lush clover, leaning 
languidly against the haystack with a long wisp of hay dangling from 
her mouth. Emy was bare-footed and in faded blue-jeans. A young 
colt was asleep at her feet. Just then an amorous voice floated across 
the orchard — ‘‘Stardust!’’ and Emy Del started toward the house, 


munching an apple. 


Pat spent her last evening at the Blue Velvet Club, where Aileen 
Moody is the present attraction. Aileen thrills the customers with her 
blue renditions of blue songs. After bringing down the house with 
“There Is No Love For Me,” she returned to her dressing room. It was 
thronged with numerous lovers, but Patty elbowed through to catch a 
word with Aileen. She retains that same glorious smile. She had time 
to tell Patty of her success in the show-ring and to show her the latest 
picture of her horse before she was called on stage again. As Patty 
turned reluctantly homeward, Aileen’s voice rolled out her version of 
the still popular “Blues In The Night.” 
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LAST WILL AND TESTAMENT 


We, the class of nineteen hundred and forty-two, having been 
declared insane by far too many persons to mention herewith, but feel- 
ing only too happy in our present state of mind, do hereby declare this 


to be our last will and testament. 


Article I: Mary leaves to poor Edie Goddard a pair of quirksome lower 
joints which may or may not hold out for the rest of the year, but along 
with Audie she refuses to bestow upon any unfortunate soul those well- 


used crutches. 


Article Il: To Midge our petite Emy Del bequeaths that utter femi- 
ninity and a few of those lovely soft sweaters—as though Midge needed 


any More. 


Article IIT: Sparkie and Betsy leave the partially emptied pyroxide bottle 
to any would-be possessor of those fascinating golden tints along with 


intimate instructions for the very best results. 


Article IV: To Edith Copp, Ginny passes on her captivating giggle. 


Article V: Jacquie Carey is to become the proud possessor of Janie 
Brand's pocketbook that is continually bursting its buttons because of 
an overload of lipsticks, letters, Kleenex, butts, etc., etc., etc. Please, 


Jacquie, take better care of it. 


Article VI: With the faculty’s blessings, Fizzy leaves her non-conformity 
and obscure questions to anyone in the oncoming senior class who aspires 


to have the intelligence to contrive them. 


Article VII: Shorty donates her marvelous and varied collection of 


records for the general enjoyment of the junior class. 


Article VII; The frequent letters from New Haven brought in at in- 
teresting intervals during school Carol graciously leaves behind to be 


fought over by the juniors. 


Article IX; Audie contributes to Anne’s already great scientific pre- 
dilection. (We'll also leave that word to be learned next year.) 


Article X; Dayrell relinquishes those timely announcements to Libbie— 
but then perhaps next year’s seniors will throw their paper scraps in the 
waste basket. 
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Article XI; Barby leaves her ever-jolly humor to Mary, hoping that she 
will be able to enliven the class in days of drudgery as Barbs has so 


well done for us. 


Article XII; Libbie was to be the proud owner of another horse, but 
because of the tire shortage, Aileen, in a spurt of generosity and patriot- 
ism, donates “Sunny” to a// the juniors, and leaves her the dubious 


pleasure of lugging them around. 


Article XIII; The juniors can now enjoy the company of the innumer- 
able boys waiting at the Hartridge gate. They are graciously left behind 
by Betty, who hopes they will receive the proper treatment. 


Article XIV; Patty leaves behind pleasant memories of her blithesome 


figure in her modern dance costume—Happy dreams! 


Article XV: Joanie hands down that beautiful forehand smash to E. A., 


who will drive it on to victory! 


Article XVI. Bev donates her frills and furbelows to decorate the senior 
fair-table—guaranteed to attract. P.S. She also leaves that heavy, black 
lipstick to be equally distributed among the juniors. 


Article XVII; E. A. is blessed with the tedious task of finishing Margy’s 
green sweater, which has been in the process of being finished for the 


past ten months. 


Article XVIII: Phyllis leaves to Bobby Weigel all the information that 
she’s gained during the past year about how to win over farm boys in 


the real country style. 


Article XIX: With apologies to the teachers, the seniors as a class 
leave behind that extraordinary knack of entertaining them and con- 


stantly keeping them busy. 


Article XX; For several years now, our class have eagerly anticipated 
the time when they could bequeath to the juniors all the qualities that 
are supposed to constitute a worthy senior—that is, a sense of responsi- 


bility, a faculty for leadership, poise, gracious dignity, and sophistication. 


And now, as seniors, we leave owr gracious qualities: dignity, 
poise—But what’s the use of our pretending? You know us only too 


well . 
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THINGS CERTAIN SENIORS WILL 


18. 


ID). 


20. 


A. 


- NEVER FORGET 


All the Senior Parties. 
“What is love?” 


Someone’s cubby is as messy as her mind. 


“T delight in being childish.” 


A shoe dropped from the second floor. 


Phyllis’s hay ride . . . which turned out to be a dance at Pot Roast 
Charlie's. 


Charley's Aunt. 
Margie’s ‘Pneumonia Special.” 
Beautyrest Mattresses. 


What children we are! 

The puddle in Miss Wells’ room. 

Mary’s “19° below” skating party . . . Brand drank the brandy. 
The one who climbed through the window. 

Plaid skirts and shirts which must have made the teachers dizzy. 
Those Driving Tests around the first of the year. 

“The Indians gnashed the corn into little kernels.” 


The night Mary (or should we say Mr. Demler) was original 
and took us all bowling. 


Beppy’s midnight supper after those uproarious basketball games, 
and the puff Ginny took. 


That sedition means treason. 
“The world we live in.” 


Our various homeless dogs. 
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AS OTHERS SEE US 


The seniors are faraway relatives. I hardly ever see them in school. But sometimes 
I do, and when I do, they always say, “hello” or “hi’. One senior called Audrey is my 
sister, who has people to tea sometimes. FG JS +49 


To some people in some schools, “seniors” are people to be dreaded or else to be 
worshipped from afar. But the class of ’42 has been our friend. As a whole it has 
sympathized with us in our troubles, accepted our antics with good grace, and shared in 
our pleasures. We always think of our seniors as a gay and cheerful group, always all 
together, so this is the Hit Parade we have chosen for them. May they always have Lucky 
Strikes in everything they do! 


Brand—Be Honest with Me 
Brandegee—You're So Shy 
Demler—One for All, All for One 
Elmer—Temptation 
Fezandié—Day-dreaming 
Garretson—AII of a Sudden, Suddenly 
Houston—It’s So Peaceful in the Country 
Jupp—Sympatica 

Ladd—I’ve Got My Eyes on You 
McClure—Cash for Your Trash 
Moody—Watch the Birdie 
Murray—Modern Design 
Paulson—Skylark 

Sayward—Keep ’em Flying 
Slocum—Hi, Neighbor! 
Sparks—Everybody Sing 
Voorhis—Sweet and Lovely 
Wales—Livin’, Lovin’, Laughin’ 
Williams—All in Fun. 


and to Mrs. Summers, without whom no senior class would be—Ring Those Bells. 


B. B. and M. S. ’44 
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SENIOR FAVORITES 
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The Juniors of the Hartridge School, Two entries on the honor roll 
A truly wonderful class, We proudly boast and claim, 
We hold our own in hockey, For brilliant-minded Juniors 


we alwa SS. ; : 
And exams we always pa In vain have been our aim. 


We love our noisy Euclid, 


But we don’t mean in our math. Valiantly we've struggled 
Hortense, too, much intrigues us, Through Caesar, Cicero too— 
Much to our teachers’ wrath. Chiba stack neglected 


Or Romeo and you know who. 


Hard problems in our math class Hencotly Dox ing), 
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Are solved by us for fun— 


As, how many days to vacation, For educated Juniors Tym ; z +e) 
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better next year, won't we girls? 
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% mae YON. Stir WELLES and cook till crust turns BROWNE. Add a dash 


i oy POE hp oi Fay 8) SN, of pepper, fun, and jokes, and serve hot. 
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As a matter of fact they might cause wee The word that rhymes with that is ‘“‘boys’’ ! 
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Fifi has pep and’plenty to spare Didi can always paint and draw p20 | 
Although she is constantly cutting her hair! The cleverest things you ever saw. Py ‘ate 
UVa 
’ Sara with her golden hair Pie: 
For Henny, with her turned up nose, Is everyone’s friend because she’s fair. YY UW 


Our admiration ever grows! 


Wesley—so smart and yet so small— 
Joany Stevens’ lovely hands Couldn't be smarter if she were six feet tall. 
Will always have a lot of fans! 

Mary Valiant with her marks on the top, 
Gretchen with her lovely hair acurl Will be just too learned if she doesn’t stop! 
Will always be the class’s glamor girl! 

Helen is funny and gay as a song— 

: 

Dig anes oie ea iling She'll keep you laughing the whole day long! 
they'll be dialing! 
Bienes enon cenumbey trey tebe cualing Esther we know will be a doctor of fame, 


So whatever you do, remember her name! 
A beautiful smile has Mary Rock. f 


Around her jokes and stories flock. H, S. ’46 
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President—Carol Ladd 


Vice-President—Dayrell McClure 


Secretary-Treasurer—Elizabeth Rausch 
Barbara Hawke Frances Sayward 


Joann Pierce Martica Urrutia 
Elizabeth Anne Whitehead 


Faculty Advisers—Miss Hurrey, Mrs. Morse 


THE STUDENT COUNCIL 


The members of the Student Council feel that this year the co-operation and support 
of the whole student body have made their job comparatively easy. For this we whole- 


heartedly thank everyone. 


Our first legislative step was to revise the school constitution, which, being several 
years old, contained some rules inapplicable to the present school system. Amendments 
and additions proposed by the students became effective upon the approval of the 


Academic. 


In an attempt to distribute among the students some of the responsibilities of the 
running of the school, the Council divided the academic department into seven commit- 
tees. These committees rotated among the following jobs: to take charge of the programs 
for Friday morning assemblies, to take care of problems in the lunchroom, to help with 
the grounds and traffic, to keep order in the buildings, to arrange music for assemblies, 
to take care of the school’s contributions to charities, and to encourage the use of waste- 
paper baskets in the buildings. Each committee covered its job and deserves to be 


congratulated. 
E.R. 43 
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SUPERLATIVES 
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SEPT. 


SEPT. 


OCT: 


OE: 


OGr. 


OGFE. 


OGE 


OCT; 


15 


17 


20 


24 


Bil 


NOV. 4 


NOV. 8 


NOV. 12 


School! Need we say more? 


Summer was so long ago! 


Miss Hannay’s speech on South Amer- 
ica. We knew she was a mathematical 
genius. Now we know she’s an accom- 


plished speaker. 
Heathcliff comes to see us. 


Polly stops in on her way to a New 
York job. 


The seniors en masse in plaids and 


pigtails. 


The Treasure Hunt—Two trails and 


complications. 


First report cards—Some of us are 


lucky. 


The Plainfield Hockey Club invades 
our school and goal. But we glory in 
defeat, for we score against them for 


the first time in five years: 5-1. 


Play Day at Kent Place. We always 
knew Libby was a first-rate hockey 


player. 


Dedication of Miss Mapelsden’s Li- 
brary. 
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NOV. 


NOV. 


NOV. 


NOV. 


DEC. 


DEC, 


DEC 


DEC 


DEG 


JAN. 


JAN. 


JAN. 


JAN. 


FEB. 


14 


Ik 


18 


26 


16 


LY 


19 


16 


Wy 


26 


13 


OUTSTANDING 


The Dramatic Club presents Pw/lman 
Car Hiawatha and Mary, Queen of 
Scots. Both are greeted with enthusias- 


tic aproval. 
No lipstick, girls! 


We play Kent Place, with disastrous 


results: 4-1. 
Thanksgiving vacation. 


Seniors cinch class hockey. Too bad 


the Juniors haven’t eleven players. 


Mr. 
wildly applauded. 


Hurrey’s speech on Mexico iS 


The A. A. banquet. The I's song steals 
the show. Two mothers in uniform add 


a patriotic touch. 
Christmas play—Eager Heart. 


Parting shouts of “Merry Christmas 
and Happy New Year!’’ echo through 
the halls. 


Vacation ends, and we come back to 


school to recuperate. 


Hartridge invades the Metropolitan to 
hear The Bartered Bride. 


Hartridge hearts flutter. Lawrenceville 


is here again! 


School on 24-hour working day. Can 


exams be the reason ? 


Birthday Mrs. 


Rock’s reading of Uncle Remus fasci- 


Lincoln's assembly. 


nates the audience. 


FEB. 20 


FEB. 23 


FEB2Z226 


MCH. 2 


MCH. 5 


MGHs <6 


MCH. 9 


MCH. 13 


MCH. 16 


MCH. 19 


EVENTS OF THE YEAR 


Miss Harriet Goddard, “‘a store in treat 


for all,’ on how to make pottery. 


Holiday!!! A blessed Monday morn- 
ing. Thank goodness for Washington! 


First Defense Stamp sale at school. No 


loose cash left. 


Mount St. Mary’s plays basketball with 
us. Mr. Wardlaw referees. Our varsity 


shows promise. 


Kent Place adds insult to injury by de- 
feating us again—this time in basket- 


ball. 


Two on crutches now. 


The Acorn study is crowded with se- 


niors! 


Betty’s friend, George Malzmann, of 
P. H. S., speaks to us on ‘““What Amer- 


ica Means to Me.” 


High Honor and Honor Rolls an- 


nounced, 


IV-V_ basketball game. The seniors 
taste defeat. Score: 33-32. 
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MCH. 24 


MCH.25 


APRIL 6 


APRIL 9 


Miss Shreve stars in basketball. Miss 
Wells administers First Aid. Fathers 
and Teachers win, but neither game is 


a fun-away. 


Spring vacation begins—Aileen and 
others ?—off to Florida. Shorty—and 
Miss Hurrey ?—decide the stage needs 


a coat of paint. 


Back to the old grind in summer heat. 
Photographers come. Everyone pastes 
on a smile and tries to look happy. 


Who could on the first day of school ? 


We're getting out our skiis. 


7. 


APRIL 10 Libby Rausch and Candid Capers Can- 


ned Cuticle Cleaner present Truth and 
Consequences. Miss Cloud—we mean 
Mrs. Morse—gets covered with choco- 
late pudding by Gretchen Beyer. Mary 
Demler makes love to her dear Miss 


Hurrey. 


APRIL 15 The Annual goes to press. 


LITERARY 


THE BARN 


He was fourteen. He loved books. He loved nature and animals and plants. He loved 
himself. He found it rather discouraging when his parents didn’t understand. He was. 
quite willing to admit they were fine parents—in fact, the best in the world—but they 
were a little stupid sometimes. He found it increasingly hard to reach them. They were 
so sure that he was too young and that he didn’t know anything. They attributed his 
mistakes to adolescence. They were so busy being sure that he didn’t know anything that 
they wouldn't listen to his opinions. At first this infuriated him. Then he decided he’d 
never tell them anything any more. He spoke only when spoken to, and listened to all 
they said. He felt very mature and intelligent. He felt condescending toward his parents, 
just as they felt toward him. He listened at the supper table to talk about the farm, ani- 
mals, hunting, fishing, and many other subjects. Then with a full, heavy stomach and 
a full, happy mind he crept out to the barn. Slowly and dreamily he climbed the loft 
ladder and launched his small self into an inviting dent in the hay. He swung open the 
great loft window that looked out over the whole valley. A flaming, coppery ball flung 
golden light into the sky. Gold and red clouds floated in the blue welkin, whose dome 
was dark but whose edges were pale, obscured by mist. Rosy haze rested in wreaths about 
purple mountain heads. This was the magic twilight hour that was neither day nor dark. 
A feeling grew in him till it was too big to hold, and he said wonderingly to himself, 
“Beautiful!” He thought, “What is beauty?’” And then he decided that beauty was 
solitude; not a solitude like that of the desert, with no living thing in sight, but a soli- 
tude in GA the world lay at one’s feet, and yet the world was entirely unconscious 


of one’s being there. 


“Tam a king!” he thought. “I rule my mind, and my mind is a kingdom, and never 
will I let anyone enter my kingdom.” He decided it was much nicer and much more 
grown-up to know all these things and not tell anyone than it was always to say 
‘Mother ?”” when he had found out something. Now he knew lots that no one else could 


ever know. 


The lazy, buzzing heat of the day drifted gently into the night and vanished. Dusk 
fell. Dry, musty hay-powder rose around him when he moved. The stable was right 
below him. He heard sounds of eating, dreamy munchings, and he heard shaking chains 
as heads tossed, and swishing tails, and the dull thud of heavy hoofs on a hay-covered 
floor. He had been lying with his chin in his hands, staring out across the valley. Now 
he turned over, and having arranged a pillow of hay, put his head on the sill of the loft 


window. He saw fluttering pigeons in the half-dark. They cooed drowsily. A great feel- 


Dz 


ing of contentment pervaded him. He liked to think that he would lie here all night, 
not sleeping. He seemed to see the dawn become brighter and brighter until it was day. 
He forgot the bustling house and his cool, clean bed. He wondered what the first birds 
awake would sound like if he stayed in the barn all night. He felt full of happiness and 
peacefulness. He knew the sun was sinking beyond the edge of the earth, and he watched 
the domed sky grow darker and darker until high up in the zenith a star appeared. The 
world was drowned’ in ghostly moonlight. White fields of grass waved gently in the 
night breezes. Marshes poured forth sounds of frogs and peepers. Far away a dog howled. 

He shivered, stretched, got stiffly to his feet, and crawled down the ladder. He 
stepped softly across the moonlit yard as if he were anticipating something. He gazed 
at the twinkling lights in the valley and loved them. Then he tiptoed in and went to bed. 


Margaret Anne Fezandié, 42 
Prize Winner 


PETER 

Peter was tramping through the daisy field. He was plump, and his nose turned 
up a little. The bright spring sun made his black hair glisten, and his eyes seemed to 
reflect the clear blue of the sky. His tanned legs tramped down some of the daisies, and 
then Peter tripped and fell down. He rubbed his ankle with his baby hand, but it still 
hurt, so he just lay down on the daisies and gazed at the few puffy clouds in the sky. 
They looked like his mother’s balls of wool, they were so soft and fuzzy on the edges. 
Peter knew his mother was knitting baby sweaters for the British War Relief. He wasn't 
sure what that was. Peter had an idea that other little boys his age were cold and hungry. 
His mother told him to be thankful for the food he had to eat because some little boys 
didn’t have any at all. Peter was quite conscious that there was a war going on some- 
where, although he didn’t know exactly what a war was. He played war with his little 
lead soldiers and white ambulance, but somehow he didn’t connect them with the 
other war. 

Peter looked again at the sky, as if his eyes had closed when he was dreaming. The 
sky was a much deeper blue, and the puffy white clouds had drifted so they were over 
the garage behind Peter's house. That reminded him to go home, where he knew his 
mother would give him a big, cool glass of milk and a kiss on his cheek. 

He got up. There was a flat place where he had lain down on the daisies. His 
cheeks were rosy, and his shiny black hair was all mussed up. He rubbed his wide blue 
eyes, picked the biggest daisy he could find and waded through the daisies toward home. 
His ankle didn’t hurt any more. 

Paula Welles, ’45 
Prize Winner 
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ELEM ENT A SB-Y 


Seventh Grade 


President 


Polly Barr 

Jane Cole 
Barbara Dawson 
Marilyn Dreyer 
Patsy Ann Ivins 
Carol Mygatt 


Caroline Tyler 
Joanna Voorhis 
Patricia Wight 


Betsy Zerega 


Martha Jane Young 


Jane Cole 


ELEMENTARY GRADES 


Sixth Grade 


President—Joan Williams 


Carolyn Brokaw 
Mary Darsie 
Jane Elliott 
Patricia Gray 
Donna Martwick 
Anne Morrell 
Patricia Nash 
Virginia Rausch 
Jane Scott 

Betty Van Buren 
Ann Voorhees 


Joan Williams 
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Fifth Grade 
Ann Scott Chambliss 


Sprague du Bois 


Francine Jupp 


Kathleen Ladd 


Joy Mooney 


Patricia Perry 


Susanne Randolph 


Magreta Volk 


Fourth Grade 
Cynthia Barr 


Ellen Brockway 


Dale Bishop 


Anne Conley 


Lee Elliott 


Martha Jane McAuliffe 


Elizabeth Pfannmuller 


Cornelia Pierce 


Fair Fax Urner 


LITERARY 


MY WISH 


I was wishing that I could be a star. Oh, dear, I was going up, up—then pop! I 
was a star! I was rather scared. Someone saw me. “A new star is born! A new star is 


born!” he exclaimed. 


Just then the first ray of the sun touched the sky, and I was hurried into the garden 
of the moon. I stood in amazement, looking at the garden. It was very beautiful. There 
were trees of gold, flowers of gold, and the sky was different from anything I had ever 
seen. It was a silvery blue. 


Then a bugle was blown. Great doors in the high wall opened. In stepped the Man- 
in-the-Moon himself. He was quite chubby and short, but he had a merry face and 
twinkling eyes. “Your Majesty,” said a page, ‘‘a new star has been born and wishes to 
be christened.” 


“Step forward!” He touched my head with some milk from the Milky Way and 
said, “I christen thee a star of the universe.” 


I was sent to join the others who were going to bed. How long I slept I don’t know, 
but I was awakened with a bugle. It was night and time to shine. I went to the garden 


and was given my place in the sky. 


When I looked down, I could see the world on which I was shining. I couldn’t see 
very well, because it was dark, but I could see towns and cities. They looked like an 
electric signboard. Suddenly, as I was looking down, I started to fall—down, down, 


down. I am a falling star. 


Jane Scott, ’48 


Prize Winner 


APTER DARK 

After dark when I am in bed, just before dozing off, I often look about my room, 
wondering if there is some strange individual in the closet or a reptile under my chait. 
Sometimes I see across the wall a flicker of light and hope with all my thumping heart 
that it 1s not a raving maniac thirsty for murder, flashing his flashlight in my boudoir. 
I quickly turn my glance out the window. I can sometimes almost see a hideous face 
with long, straggly hair ready to throw a gleaming dagger. I crazily think whether I 
would rather be stabbed in my stomach or in my back. Coming back to my senses, I 
realize that I am only imagining this gruesome scene. The dark is so bewildering that 
even my Mickey Mouse seems to be wearing a long robe. My slippers almost look like 
little white furry animals moving up and down the rug. Curling up in a ball and shut- 
ting my eyes, I realize that many mysterious things can happen without my ever being 


aware of them. With that I fall into a soothing sleep. 
J. V., °48. 
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SNOW 


The clouds began to gather 
As if ’twere going to rain, 
And then I saw a snow- flake 


As swiftly down it came. 


Faster, faster, faster, 
The little snow-flakes danced ; 
They twirled around each other, 
And gaily did they prance. 


They gathered on the house-tops, 
They covered all the ground, 
And on each and every tree; 


The snow was all around. 


——S. DuB. °49 


HUMPHREY AND HIS ADVENTURES 


Humphrey was a little turtle. He was a very unhappy little turtle. So one day he 
ran away. Poor Humphrey! He was so unhappy and so hungry. One day a big dog came 
along and grabbed him and dropped him in a briarpatch. Poor Humphrey! It was getting 
near winter, so he thought he would have a feast on some berries he saw. He ate so many 
he couldn’t go to sleep that winter for a long time. He was so cold. Poor Humphrey! 
Finally, when he did get to sleep it was time to wake up. He didn’t want to sleep. He 
wanted to see things and wanted to eat some more berries, but he was careful not to 
overdo it. Humphrey was walking along the road very nicely when he fell into a mud 
puddle. You see, it had rained that winter, and he hadn't yet caught up on things. Poor 
Humphrey! After a while he went on walking. Finally he ended up in his back yard. 
He was so happy. Soon he was found by a little boy’s father, who called Jimmy (that 
was the little boy’s name). He told him he had found his turtle. Jimmy was very happy. 
Later he found a mate for Humphrey. He called her Lena. Humphrey soon had a lot of 
little turtles. Oh, what a happy Humphrey! 


ANN SCOTT CHAMBLISS ’49 


Prize Winner 
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Aureleeh Lew bets LosG)s 


ATHLETIC ASSOCIATION 


President—Mary Demler 
Treasurer—Aileen Moody 


Secretary—Margaret Slocum 


Dorothy Baxter, Barbara Browne, Anne Gray, Mary Ellen Leggett, Barbara. 
Murray, Barbara Weigel, Elizabeth Anne Whitehead. 


Virginia Brandegee, Mary Demler, Emy Del Elmer, Anne Fezandié, Edith 
Goddard, Anne Gray, Mary Ellen Leggett, Elizabeth Rausch, Patricia Voorhis, 


Barbara Weigel, Joan Williams. 


VARSITY HOCKEY TEAM 
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GREEN HOCKEY TEAM 


Barbara Browne, Mary Demler, Barbara Hawke, Dixie Koos, Dayrell Mc- 
Clure, Aileen Moody, Anne Gray, Elizabeth Rausch, Barbara Weigel, Joan 


Williams. 


Jane Brand, Virginia Brandegee, Mary Demler, Emy Del Elmer, Anne Fe- 
zandié, Dayrell McClure, Aileen Moody, Frances Sayward, Margaret Slocum, 


Anne Sparks, Joan Williams. 


SENIOR HOCKEY TEAM 
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ASKETBALL TEAM 


Barbara Browne, Mary Demler, Anne Fezandié, Barbara Hawke, Elizabeth 
Rausch, Patricia Voorhis, Barbara Weigel. 


Barbara Browne, Mary Demler, Barbara Hawke, Elizabeth Rausch, Anne 
Gray, Barbara Weigel. 


BASKETBALL TEAM 


SPORTS 


The formerly triumphant Greens again overwhelmed the Whites 
with energy and enthusiasm in games, but vot on the sidelines. In the 
hockey game, the Whites stood up fairly well; the Greens won by only 
4 points, 4 to 0; but the basketball game was a massacre. The three 
varsity forwards, Mary Demler, Barbara Weigel, and Barbara Browne, 
moved gleefully into line for the Greens and rolled up a score of 39 to 8 


against the courageous Whites. 


The Faculty-Varsity hockey game is not to be ignored. The teach- 
ers turned out en masse, having politely stolen all goalie equipment as 
well as extra sticks, sneakers, shinguards, training pants, and sweat- 
shirts. Our valiant goalie, Joan Williams, faced the onrushing teach- 
ers bare-legged, and beat them off successfully. Despite the teachers’ 
advantage and futile scrambling on the muddy field, the invincible 
Hartridge Varsity tore through their defense and made 2 goals to the 
teachers’ 0. We proudly point out that we were obliged to get past their 
two goalies instead of the usual one, as the teachers declined to play 


according to rules. 


On December 9 came the Hockey Banquet, at the end of a thor- 
oughly enjoyable hockey season. Various mothers orated proudly about 
Hartridge and Red Cross (ask a certain blond senior), while cor- 
pa eediae daughters blushed modestly and, under their breaths, hissed 
“Sit down!”” Impromptu speeches proved an embarrassment for certain 
victims, but caused much glee among others. The I’s sang the follow- 


ing song to the tune of “I Don’t Want to Set the World on Fire” ; 


Hartridge teams will set the world on fire, 
And each for herself will make a good name. 

Our girls soon the world will all admire 
Because they know how to play a good game. 

With Weigel and Elmer and Rausch and with Demler 
Hartridge girls will always lead the way 

With our Joany Williams, who stops them by millions. 


No other team will ever reach that goal while she’s there. 
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And with Sparks 
They'll set the world on fire. 


So here’s to the Hartridge Varsity team. 


But no sooner were we feeling a little grander and more impor- 
tant than usual when the teachers gave out with a little ditty explaining 
just what they were, and reminding us that they enjoyed our Saturday 
company. We finished off the evening with much joviality and more 


cheerful songs. 


We zipped through the basketball season with zest, ending it with 
the Mother-Teacher and Father-Daughter basketball games. There was 
a large attendance at these games, and many in the audience were in- 
volved in the spectacular plays. In fact, there was no border line to 
the basketball court; it was bounded merely by rows of feet. The teach- 
ers—desiring our attention, as always—staged an act that would have 
pleased the Red Cross. Miss Shreve, taking a free shot, forgot her 
glasses, and the ball, blindly hurled, struck Miss Whiteside on the 
head. Whereupon she fell to the floor unconscious. Miss Wells, who 
is always prepared, took charge and partly revived Miss Whiteside with 
a tire pump. Miss Whiteside was then removed carefully from the court 
and treated for shock. The game went on, and the score was a proud 


victory for the teachers, 13-12. 


In spite of the brilliant playing of the teachers and mothers, the 
Faeroe game held more thrills. The fathers, so the daughters 
found out, could crawl, climb, leap, and pass far better than they. It 
seems that those fathers had perfected a trick of sprawling innocently 
on the floor while they tripped several unsuspecting daughters, and 
then bouncing out of the muddle with the ball. They were very coy, 
notably Mr. Elmer, who had, at one time, three daughters that were 
not his piled awkwardly around him. Alas! Our youthful fathers are 
embarrassingly young. They defeated us, 19-16. Our one consolation 


is—were they stiff the day after!! 
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Ree Ge ee Viel le ES 


THE ART CLUB 


DANCE GROUP 


President—Norma Finninger 


Secretary-Treasurer—Barbara Browne 


Nancy Barr, Ellen Fezandié, Norma Finninger, Betsy Garretson, Barbara 
Hawke, Carol Ladd, Jean Martwick, Nancy Mulford, Beverly Paulson, Janet 
Strong, Mary Stuart, Jane Tilley, Paula Welles, Elizabeth Anne Whitehead, Joan 
Williams, Mary Alice Young. 


Nancy Barr, Helen Bishop, Jane Brand, Beverly Braverman, Edith Copp, 
Emy Del Elmer, Anne Fezandié, Ellen Fezandié, Norma Finninger, Edith God- 
dard, Joy Hoe, Peggy Johnston, Audrey Jupp, Renate Klepper, Dixie Koos, 
Mary Ellen Leggett, Elaine Loizeaux, Jean Martwick, Dayrell McClure, Nancy 
Mulford, Barbara Murray, Marjorie O'Loughlin, Jean Packard, Joann Pierce, 
Betty Ramsey, Cornelia Register, Florence Runyon, Margaret Slocum, Anne 
Sparks, Janet Strong, Jane Tilley, Marcia Van Deventer, Patricia Voorhis, Paula 
Welles, Elizabeth Anne Whitehead, Mary Alice Young, Virginia Zerega. 
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— 


President—Betsy Garretson 
Business Manager—Audrey Jupp Treasurer—Jane Brand 


Helen Bishop, Marjorie Bishop, Esther Borow, Virginia Brandegee, Beverly Braverman, Helen 
Buttfield, Jacqueline Carey, Edith Copp, Mary Demler, Emy Del Elmer, Anne Fezandié, Ellen 
Fezandié, Norma Finninger, Edith Goddard, Anne Gray, Joan Henwood, Phyllis Houston, Peggy 
Johnston, Dixie Koos, Elaine Loizeaux, Wesley Martin, Dayrell McClure, Aileen Moody, Barbara 
Murray, Marjorie O'Loughlin, Beverly Paulson, Cornelia Register, Frances Sayward, Margaret Slocum, 
Anne Sparks, Janet Strong, Harriette Stuart, Mary Stuart, Jane Tilley, Patricia Voorhis, Betty Wales, 
Barbara Weigel, Elizabeth Anne Whitehead, Joan Williams, Mary Alice Young. 


DRAMATIC CLUB 


This year the Dramatic Club has worked very hard and has given a number of per- 
formances. Almost as soon as we returned to school from the summer vacation we 
started work on Mary, Queen of Scots and Pullman Car Hiawatha, which we presented 
on November 14th. Our Christmas play, Eager Heart, which we gave on December 18th, 
was a religious play and stirred us all. After midyear exams we started work on Pride and 
Prejudice, of which we are giving two performances, on April 17th and 18th. 


MARY OF SCOTLAND—BY MAXWELL ANDERSON 


Cast 
IIPS STILT A bed ee ROE NG ahs OCB Pa ed Ee ee ne ge eo ee ae ELIZABETH WALES 
INEM OLOTE FAN Seg fh Sends seit sl ote fb Brava) Hus saha ZS Salata Yelp g hago! Sado BEVERLY PAULSON 
MUN CPU? ee Bin at PAN EM lini ae Maka) Rae ate wise ee GANS al ea! aval poi Emy Det ELMER 
Vere CPRAMMOT ODE CUAL GMb 30 MRA Ras Ka ui ilee eagle Ee we aE MARGARET SLOCUM 
OPC MENAAD ALD RSE orthoses tue MRE Nevo Rea eae oe oy cae DayRELL MCCLURE 


PULLMAN CAR HIAWATHA—BY THORNTON WILDER 


Cast 

Sa OMANA RET Rs Ain greta, See ae a A Wye Nala oe PHYLLIS ANNE HOUSTON 
TOWEL ONC 2 WIA CH IAA YSN yee eS oes ote he Se ee ee WESLEY MARTIN 
Lowen preetna middle-aged AOchor us euine he ent tee ae BARBARA WEIGEL 
Lower Five—a stout, amiable woman of fifty... 1.0.00. 000 c cece cece ANNE SPARKS 
Lower Seven—Bill, an engineer going to California......... 0060.00. AILEEN MOopy 
LOWE N16 Fed MAMOID Er CU INC EM ans hase. vayee A oe ete kore ee EDITH CopPP 
Compartment Three—An insane WOMAN. ..... 0. cee ce ee PATRICIA VOORHIS 
Ll evetraied WAI <P at, AA eA ae ane JANE TILLEY 

MalOvArlenAainrs bute = econ d eee a ee ee HELEN BISHOP 

Compartment One =P D1Tp ae he atin ee. Oe eC Rete as Mary STUART 
Comparijgent TO Tish OWNS Wa fen fiate ae (hea el NNO HM a ae iy Se NorMA FINNINGER 
COLOTEA GP OP Cpe rami” toe He nei Nene Ok SNS Rie ee Gee) aye He ae JANET STRONG 
Grover i GOPDEVI A ODIO As = hae te Ne FRO Oe ees ee HARRIETTE STUART 
DDG WIESE Ae AUC EME LS hs PERGA SAR Se Uap RENTS, oom tenet See ae ae ee EsTHER BoRow 
TP CRL GAUL Ds nite N GR RAT raps 2) One Picea agen UN api Ue en oh ee MARJORIE BISHOP 
PAIRAISD ITO ORLO Feet e nC agONg Cae Oe ENC Re rere eae HELEN BUTTFIELD 
LWOVSTIN EG SY OUNSSPCODIC as no rae scee Mere GRA AEOR JOAN HENWoop and Dixlz Koos 
AW OF RIIZD asa, Gece SA READ dd AIT fete Mees eee ca ae BETSY GARRETSON 
WA NGL OR OLA. AOR eaS 5 cp MA ss ae ta Meds FESPA SE ee feu een gate PEGGY JOHNSTON 
PUM CCINANIC Jak, REO sal aS toys ee eR Ee CORNELIA REGISTER 
TCTATOIGL OLR sea aM is) Bay ce AA ah aga Loo eg Ee an AE ELAINE LOIZEAUX 
OVC. ONG OCR Sa WOR to sb Am ue eA Ae Oe ELLEN FEZANDIE 
UD ee CGO END. 6 WUE iy a a BEVERLY BRAVERMAN 
VIL ee chn hee cence ener a ohn Ae Mi cee, et ae eee ELIZABETH ANNE WHITEHEAD 
PODUCT oso A tae er Re heft: CU Se Ea RR ere NL gO estas LP eRe es Ree JANE BRAND 
SOPHIAS, Miabae isc los UN se Beem neds KO GA a hey ae Lae chy eM goe ent een Coke EDITH GODDARD 
MOOS AM oli tiosa 2 SCAG Vet Ot EIEN Ad ERR OT By a a PATRICIA MCCORMACK 
AP CD APLE CLS GAUPIEL en. Mae he a tee SN NORM Re sane cd Mary DEMLER 
LV 2c e Pe in, SS Al oetan ae toa Le ae ck ee AA eel a A a MARGARET SLOCUM 


Scrubwomen and Back-Stage Crew—AUDREY JUPP, MipGE O'LOUGHLIN, BARBARA Mur- 
RAY, JOAN WILLIAMS, FRANCES SAYWARD, ANNE 
FEZANDIE, JACQUIE CAREY, ANNE GRAY. 


Staging and Scenery Advisors............ Mrs. Puitip Davis and Mr. PAUL RUNYON 
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EAGER HEART—BY A. M. BUCKTON 


EL ONO STOWE T eG Sea ks Bids Oat SBOE A «a aye hte Ad COO SEL ard bY ook gees SHB NorMa FINNINGER 
ART REL CAP Se A ge Os Ha ESO) Sel WOES at ELIZABETH ANNE WHITEHEAD 
| BORE ONT (HY SI eR AP RE RTGS REORN ENE, aN ec ee BEVERLY PAULSON 
ISCO? NACHE AR REACTIES Sera phy SERS ath OPER aN eco ea Mary ALICE YOUNG 
PAM OOP AI AINGTIVEL COSAMATITU Vn e eae Neen arene atlas Leese a Oe BETSY GARRETSON 
MAR JoRIE O'LOUGHLIN 

AGEL nb BRN os ota cs te ROE © Ln nice ah Anan aN, soa PATRICIA VOORHIS 
EpITH Copp 


Mary STUART 

EmMy DEL ELMER 

HARRIETTE STUART 

DON IGE GARNER et MRE RPE OS 128 WEES cea OT a aE eee KARIN RENATE KLEPPER 
AILEEN Moopy 

PHYLLIS ANNE HOUSTON 


PRIDE AND PREJUDICE—BY HELEN JEROME 


Mr. PFC ieT RADA By ce idyll See RE SEs eer RE MARGARET SLOCUM 
EVER CI7 77 OL etree RIAU Nee Sha A 8 ke obi RC Bes oh wel Gere aR OOS PHYLLIS HOUSTON 
Di) Wipe RRe Maat errs oak aah § Ae ce NUR, © JOS of CeCe SAI Se Ie Ae SOR Se a HELEN BISHOP 
NTA NUL WGA Spee nay akc Sd 8. Sop NAVI Oe Dye Mths AR the EN Fe lates BEVERLY PAULSON 
OPT OC Pe MP Ge CP ATO. ince ISHN ne ROR Nae Dt eee Orgs EO JANE TILLEY 
VLG AT POSER RE he cod OY MRE APRONS Ra ae ST OPS OPE Oi hi sree ge eae rem Betty WALES 
LEAT pe oC ee EL She SAN SOM, NTR. eign Gy SR, yee A ee AILEEN Moopy 
Dy ame RENN Kc oe AGAR Race ey tad Bat Ss AN ine CU aee eA clad .. NoRMA FINNINGER 
A aC CRRA $NO a, cite Seis ti opis w oacith dee felleag ty aces et Sas: MO. RNA . .BETSY GARRETSON 
IIE RESTS OLE pn PAR Te HAE ay es As ie cae Ene eee cn a .. DAYRELL MCCLURE 
VPM UG ONL LS eR hs UAL ROA og CO REE Pts cate 1, Ame CON Rad PATRICIA VOORHIS 
CAUIEC ILO ME Pay Rae We Sin OE Re Nee Hm Rial ci Son es Rete seks SO es ELAINE LOIZEAUX ¢ 
WC EICD tate AMR Yt Chota ic cay SSUES DO AP ta? so) hk We nee. ELIZABETH ANNE WHITEHEAD 
PEN UCTOTNED oe RENNE AS AOR hae tale Aa RT GLY em eS ok ARM ER Se oP ag EmMy DEL ELMER 
PAR UTAAY De ae SN Re RN RT OE i POE a PR RO Re Oh JANE BRAND 
VEG MEE LCR AUER ah CPR EE eto he NITE RoI A AI os tek Mary ALICE YOUNG 
MSE PIAIS ICTS NAT. ha Re Soe eee Make ae ey ee He EN Oe ee eS ANNE FEZANDIE 
DMETE SAIS 720) CUE e RG uA RRA Ce oak es cet ret Malco eve Oe edie SE one re Mary STUART 
TORN ORM ORIG Meee dco eh ARN crn COE warn ote ad HMO ean «aoe BEVERLY BRAVERMAN 

ELAINE HEMINWAY 
DUET E61 Mere ca Ae NT LOPS ORD Oe Raney Rey gt oor) AE ee, OA a et Pea ae BARBARA WEIGEL 
GEG ALAICH Me tet NC Rat tae ce Ler ae a Aiea. be NRT EB ed) Bacon EpITH GODDARD 
LAAN CALCIO dt RAMs Ah atc Rss eR Eas Ret GEOR atel> Seg ge ANNE SPARKS 
CO ORCLSET AUT IGIING eas he SE NINE OI Ce Ct cht NS os PR he CaROL Lapp 
sy CRY Med ac NC: Pee FSH tg Site A SO RPG aa Be iy a Pn i eee Yenc Be EpirH Copp 
NUCH Ge Oo oe CR ae Mg eee BONS Cons a a5 ECU ae ee ee RAS CO eg 178 Joy Hog 
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GLEE CLUB 


President—Aileen Moody 


Jane Brand, Virginia Brandegee, Beverly Braverman, Jacqueline Carey, 
Anne Fezandié, Ellen Fezandié, Betsy Garretson, Edith Goddard, Phyllis Hous- 
ton, Peggy Johnston, Renate Klepper, Carol Ladd, Mary Ellen Leggett, Elaine 
Loizeaux, Jean Martwick, Dayrell McClure, Jean Packard, Beverly Paulson, 
Betty Ramsey, Cornelia Register, Florence Runyon, Frances Sayward, Margaret 
Slocum, Anne Sparks, Janet Strong, Jane Tilley, Marion Vans Agnew, Patricia © 


Voorhis, Betty Wales, Barbara Weigel, Elizabeth Anne Whitehead, Joan 
Williams. 


Chairman—Joan Williams 


Emy Del Elmer, Norma Finninger, Barrie Reid, Margaret Slocum, Anne 
Sparks, Mary Stuart, Patricia Voorhis, Barbara Weigel. 


LIBRARY COMMITTEE 


70 


MISS HURREY’S ADDRESS—JUNE, 1941 


It is said that, as a person habitually acts, so he becomes. You of the class of 1941 
have been strong, loyal, helpful, and your striving has been a great factor in the suc- 
cess of the school this year. And I feel sure you have, because of this, made those quali- 
ties of strength, loyalty, and helpfulness a part of yourselves. In helping us, as you have 
so successfully done, you have also better fitted yourself for living. No happening in 
life is the whole of it. But this year is a part of all your lives, and what you, have done 
is forever woven into them. You can all be counted upon, no small statement to be made 


of any person. 


And so, success to each one of you in whatever diverse ways you may choose to go, 
and much joy to you in the following of them. 


Last year’s graduating class are doing a number of things. Jean Baxter and Jo 
Thomas are at Vassar College. Beppy Mooney is at Wells College. Pat Leonard is at the 
University of New Hampshire. Dicky Carey and Yvonne Derry are at art school in New 
York City. Joan Shoemaker has moved to New Orleans. Peggy Grubb is working in a 


florist shop in Dunellen, and Nan Laing is engaged to be married. 


GIFTS 1941-1942 


Proceeds from the Fair, May, 1941: 


VEOH EAN CICA WAMI TO MACI PAs i ie OAH 8G ioiss es 8 eretees $300.00 
WRU ZHAN SCV ULC GONMWICCN wn. oy hah ASO iO dil) ot ees 10.00 
Wedge dN OMIT A tee ethene <a hes a eee Oe 35.00 
GOR TI C176 ummtes Mee Sener rec SPR EA. We A Jos, nage Bc ie ata 60.00 
$405.00 
Christmas Gifts, 1941: 
Piree MOU BidimaSeHtlenvenh SCVOOl s Asn onc hw. he slome Haves ns = $10.00 
BOMGIES DIAG GLU OPEB OVS «ria hr ohn wate ys alten 7.00 
Chiarens W avd.a MUPlCHOMT EOS PUAIA RR aon ee ce oa ees 7.00 


Oranges for Children at Bonnie Brae 


$29.00 29.00 
Rede CL OSGMA ATE RII te ate tO Pe te en em ae EE eee ds $15.60 15.60 


Lge S OUR latte te AAA A ae ag eee aI ig A a eR $449.60 
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CC OAVER IVES Neh ong) 


THE FATHERS 


OF TEE 


SENIOR CLASS 


Ectab lished 1866 


SWAIN‘’S ART STORE 


Pictures — Framing — Paintings Restored 


317 WEST FRONT STREET Telephone Plainfield 6-1707 


For Graduation— GATES’ HIGHWAY 
FURNITURE SHOP 


Ask for Books for Your Library 


THE PLAINFIELD Route 29—West Bound North Plainfield 


BOOK SHOP, INC. : 


321 Park Ave. Phone 6-4415 Open Wednesday and Friday Evenings 


VICTROLAS RADIOS 
GREGORY'S MUSIC SHOP 


New Jersey's Finest and Largest Music Shop 


RECORDS MUSIC PIANO ROLLS 


Plainfield 6-8549 332 W. Front Street, Plainfield, N. J. 
EXPERT REPAIRING 


BROWN and KELLER’S Phone: Plainfield 6-8686 


Cleaners and Dyers 


THE WISHING WELL 


106 East 7th Street 


Cold Storage — Rugs Cleaned 


Main Office and Plant * 


12-18 WASHINGTON AVE., PLAINFIELD Gifts and Books for Any Occasion 


CO VEEP TMC EN TO: 


THE HARTRIDGE 
KING'S DAUGHTERS 


Compliments of PARK STABLES 


SUTTON LAWE 
LUKE GRAY—Florist 


Route 29 and Mountain Ave. Howe Breach New lorgey 


NOdINIE SHAG ee 1 Mile Beyond Lake Nelson 


THE IDA GAVETT SHOP 
“Dresses for Sport and Formal Wear’ 
oe 


600 FRANKLIN PLACE Plainfield 6-3369 


COMPLIMENTS OF 


COLONIAL STORES 
“ 


900 WATCHUNG AVE. Plainfield, N. J. 


COMPLIMENTS OF 


THE ATHLETIC ASSOCIATION 


COMPLIMENTS OF THE 


JUNIOR CLASS 


e Compliments of 


EDDIE'S BEAUTY SALON 


TAYLOR'S 
SPECIALTY SHOP 


018 PARK AVENUE Plainfield 6-5821 


e PLAINFIELD, N. J. 


COMPLIMENTS OF. THE 


SUB-FRESHMAN CLASS 


Plainfield 6-1037 


LOUIS E: SAFT 
OPTICIAN Compliments of 


628 Park Ave., Plainfield 
At Seventh St. WiebLsoeMALLEY and3Co. 


Hours: 8:30 A.M. to 6 P. M. 


Tuesdays and Fridays Until 8 P. M. 4 


“If You Don’t Know Furs, 


Dine LER iS Know Your Furrier’’ 
Plainfield's Leading Sporting Goods Store BUY AT 
: KURTZMAN'S 
CAMERAS — PHOTO SUPPLIES ail Vectoring Plainfield 


SPORT GOODS — LUGGAGE Sey Gao ono Watchung Ave: 


of 


COMPLIMENTS OF 


THE SOPHOMORE CLASS 


< 


COMPLIMENTS OF 


THE PARK STORES 


WINES, TABLE DELICACIES ..... GROCERIES, MEATS 


FREE DELIVERIES 


of 


COMPLIMENTS OF 


THE FACULTY 


he 


* 


COMPLIMENTS OF 


ECHO LAKE DAIRY, INC. 
114 West Sixth Street 


PLAINFIELD NEW JERSEY 


MARGARET Davis SHOP 


623 Park Avenue 
PLAINFIELD, NEW JERSEY COMPLIMENTS OF 


Dresses for Every Occasion A FRIEND 


ELEANOR M. MILNE, Owner 


Plainfield 6-5681 


he 


COMPLIMENTS OF 


THE GLEE CLUB 


fo 


UW 16 IP Pe R ” S 


LA DAE PLACE. LO: SHOP. 


PLAINFIELD, NEW JERSEY 
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Plainfield 6-2838 We Deliver 


HELEN MILOSY 


FE Ornah iS 


Terrill Road PLAINFIELD 


O'CONNOR'S MARKETS 


Choice Meats : Fancy Groceries 


Fanwood & Plainfield, N. J. 


Free Delivery 


A Little Finer 


Phone: Plainfield 6-4263 


M. E. WILLOUGHBY 


FLO WET ies: 


401 Watchung Ave. Plainfield, N. J. 


Telephone: 6-0175 


C. H. HALL & CO. 
PHARMACY 
506 Watchung Ave. Plainfield, N. 


The ability of the Physician to deter- 
mine the medicinal ingredients need- 
ed, the ability of the Pharmacist to 
compound these into medicine in 
small individual units, is the very 
cornerstone of scientific medication. 


A Little More Careful 


COMPLIMENTS OF 


M I 
RG O. KELLER N 
S C 


CLEANERS — DYERS — RUG CLEANERS 
LAUNDERERS — COLD STORAGE 


Phone: Plainfield 6-0100—Other Towns: WX-2100 (No Toll) 


Corner South and Leland Aves. 127 Park Ave. 
PLAINFIELD, NEW JERSEY 


J 


COMPLIMENTS OF 


VOGEL & TANZER 


664 South Ave. Plainfield 
9373 
Telephone: Plainfield 6-; 9374 
9375 


COMPLIMENTS OF 


THE VANITY SHOP 


COMPLIMENTS OF 


C. L. THORN 


COMPLIMENTS OF 


THE DRAMATIC CLUB 


Phone: Plaintield 6-4027 


Mrs. HappEen’s SHOP 
Homemade Pastries 


428 Watchung Avenue 
PLAINFIELD, N. J. 


Phone: Plainfield 6-4963 


eke UMN ACG shOle 


Antiques — Wearing Apparel 


519 Park Ave. Plainfield, N. J. 


You will find the familiar VAN ARSDALE 
STORE transplanted into modern and 
larger quarters. The same friendly sales 
staff will wait on you. . . the same 
reliable footwear awaits your selection 
in our new location 


137 West Front Street 


Look for the Van Arsdale Street Clock! 


VAN A Rob ALES 
GOOD SHOES & HOSIERY 
“The Centre of the Business Centre” 


DISTINCTIVE EYEGLASSES 
AND SPECTACLES 


Established 100 Years 


GALL & LEMBKE, INC. 
633 Park Avenue Plainfield, N. J. 


Full Line of Optical Goods 
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CAMPUS PUBLISHING CO. 


ENICOO PO) ATED 


1316 ARCH STREET 


PHILADELPHIA, PA. 


* 


WHITE STUDIO 


57 Oe el be lr se Ver NLU E 
INGER ot Oc Caley. 


* 
T. R. LOIZEAUX 
Compliments of the — FUEL — 
PRESHMAN CLASS 1630 South 2nd St. Plainfield, N. J. 
Phone: 6-2100 
ae 


COMPLIMENTS OF 


THE SENIOR CLASS 


fo 


% 
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